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him after love-nesting in that bed till she had given him seven sons 
and three daughters. 

The family lived in a duster of stone houses. For many years they 
had been isolated from the world, self-sufficient and well satisfied with 
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a wolf and she pushed the ship so hard that, as it slid into the sea, 


shouted the chil 







Balder and all his men toiled through the drifted snow, and at lonj 
they came to the giant's castle near a lake of crystal ice, windswt 
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southlands where the sun is warm and the grapes hang heavy on the 
vines I am called Pan. I often play the pipe, and when I do, all the 
folk, animals and birds make merry. I have that pipe with me, a simple 
reed one with but eight notes, yet the music is most pleasant. Let me 
play for you." , 

As he played on his pipe the little children gathered around him 
while the goats ran from the forest and the geese, wings flapping, came 
from the meadow. They all formed a large circle about him, and round 
and round they ran, laughing and bleating and honking while the little 


was in the northlands years ago," the stranger said, "and there 
a lovely maid tending a flock of geese. For three days I ✓stayed 
ter, playing for her pleasure, and then I wandered on. I heard 

ras called Thyra. Naturally the king thought the little one was 
id he had every right to think so, but his wife knew I was the 

is well as yours, and I am here to protect you from a danger 
ght, unless you act wisely, destroy them." 

at is a very strange tale," mused Balder. "Part of it seems im- 
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softly. "You have sailed the seas bu 
feet touched the earth. I think you 
is your desire I will arrange the 11 
factory to you but somewhat disco 
ticipating the pleasure of killing yoi 
"I do not worry about dying," 
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unusual man; more interested in playing the harp than toying with a 
bride." 

"That is true and causes me deep concern. In times past our men have 
taken their women with right hand or left; he uses both hands equally 

"So I’ve heard. Many told me of his swordplay with both hands. I 





















MAGAZINE 









MAGAZINE 
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"Why must that be? We have no enemies to make war upon us." 

"Far to the east there is a mighty, city called Rome," the little man 
explained. "The rulers are never satisfied but are always foraying into 
far lands to kill, conquer, and hold all folk in slavery. At present their 
army, under a Lord called Caesar, is advancing through Gaul. They cut 
a path through the dark forests and build roads. When they come to a 
river they bridge it with logs and cross dry-shod. Their soldiers are 
gathered in companies called legions and, so far, even the mightiest of 
the Gauls have been unable to withstand them. Some day they will reach 
your land, kill the men, make slaves of the women, and rear the young 
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fantasy, protocol requires that we pretend it really happened; thus, as a 


ANTHON, LORD OF THE HUBELAIRES, asked 
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than Raymond the Golden, while, high in the sky, a lark trilled. 



while all living Hubelaires, bound with ropes and earth-stained, lay in 

Sardain, King of the Rathlings, laughed loudly and, as he laughed, 
threw filth on the sacred altar and horse dung in the faces of the three 
dead men. All that day the Hubelaires died, and as each one died, the 








away like a frightened rabbit; 



Since the day my Love was found. 
Haste then, Love, and to me fly, 
Hasten, hasten, or I die." 















but Walling and the last of the Hubelaires walked down to the beach, 
and, at the end of the talking, the house carl made a sacred promise 
and swore to it by all the gods he wot of. The old man and the young 



in the moonlight, they sat down. "Sing to me!" the woman said. 
Then Raymond the Golden sang! 


"Now litde white clouds, on pine trees tall. 
Threw shimmering shadows over the mil, 
Where the spiders silent held their sway. 
Spinning their webs of silvery gray. 

There on the grass lay a maiden lair. 

So lightly she rested on the grass. 

That it hardly bent at its lovely task. 

Around her flew the moths so white. 

To shade her eyes from the moonbeams bright. 
Over her body a soft sheet spread. 

Made of down from a dandelion bed. 

Out from the flowers a perfune rare. 

Was brought by the wind with loving care. 

And scattered over her body slight, 

To pleasure her as she slept that night. 

While mockingbirds, from the thicket near. 
Sang songs of love tor her sleeping ear." 


He paused. 

"And what then ?" whispered the damsel. 
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"Since you are so determined," thelitde man replied, "I will help you. 
There are other ways of" fighting than with the sword or battle axe." 
Then very slowly he explained how Doom, though small, could ac¬ 
complish that which he desired. After saying his say, he vanished. 


his failing mother, tended the fire and cared for the cattle. She now spent 
all her days before the fire, never speaking of the desire that was upper¬ 
most in her heart. In a few weeks she slept away and her son placed 
her by the side of Walling. At her feet he placed some golden curls 
that she, cherishing, had cared for during many weary years. Then he 
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combined with it the blood of Raymond the Golden, who, dying, had 
been bled like a pig. Hubelaire wine savored by rich red blood of the 
last of their enemeis! And once again he commanded that all should 
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MARVEL SC Fence STORIES in 1938. One more would make its initial 


first in WEIRD TALES: The Battle of th. 


CECIL, OVERLORD OF WALLING IN ARMORICA, mused by 
the fire. The blind Singer of Songs, sang the sagas of ancient times, 
waited long for praise and then, disquiet, left the banquet hall guided 
by his dog. The Juggler merrily tossed his golden balls into the air 
till they seemed like a glistening cascade, but still the Overlord mused, 
unseeing. The wise Homunculus crouched at his feet uttering words of 
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flight and as smooth as a woman's skin. On the other side is the Valley 
of the Daemons and no one has ever fallen into it and come back alive. 
The only path that leads through the castle is scarcely -wide enough for 
one man or a man-led mule. If I could send an army 'twould be different; 
but only one man at a time can enter and there is no man able to com¬ 
bat this Giant successfully." 

Lady Angelica smiled as she whispered. "We may conquer 
him through chicanery. For example: I have seen this hall filled with 
warriors and fair ladies almost put into endless sleep by gazing at the 
golden balls flying through the air and back into the clever hands of the 
Juggler. And the blind Singer of Songs can make anyone forget all ex¬ 
cept the music of his lays. Do not forget our Homunculus is very wise." 

Cecil shook his head. "Not thus will the question be answered. This 
mad Giant wants only one thing, and that means, in the lastward, every¬ 
thing so far as as our land and people are concerned. Perhaps you have 
guessed. I will tell you his demand ere you ask the question. Our Lady's 
hand in marriage, and this, when i die, to rule Walling and the Hube- 
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The Overlord picked him up and placed him on one knee. 

"Have pity on us, Wise Man. We are only simple folk and know but 
litde. What is the meaning of this strange word ?" 

me out of the past. It has a sweet sound and surely must refer to some¬ 
thing mystical. I recall now! It was when I was in the glass bottle that 
a wise man came and held before my eyes an illuminated parchment on 
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around the long oak-plank table and when it cleared there were thirty 
men between the Giant and the Lady. 

The Juggler threw his golden balls into the air; the man with the 
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in the same sequence* as they were originally published u?WEIRD 
TALES. Wo have seen touches of whimsy in the earlier chapters. 


AS A YOUTH I SPENT SOME TIME in an Irish monastery 
learning to read, write and speak fluently in Latin; all of which seemed 
most important. From there I journeyed to the far East and lived in 
Arabia. I met many learned anciaits who kindly taught me all they 
knew of alchemy, necromancy, and legerdemain. Finally, with no definite 
reason other than desire, I returned to the little town of Walling, in 
Armorica, where I had been born. 

There I spent some time with my Uncle Cecil, Overlord of the Hube- 
laires. He was still heartbroken over the death of his only child, the lady 
Angelica. 
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wise man to lead and care for them. It seems to me that it is your duty 
to prepare yourself against the time when you will be the Overlord." 

"That is a kindly thought. Uncle, but I have other plans. I have 
talked to many of the old men of our family, and they say that once 
we ruled in Cornwall, where we had a mighty castle. My wish is to 
travel to that far land and in some way become Overlord of Cornwall, 
though at this time I have no idea how that can be accomplished. Be¬ 
cause I have the determination of youth, there is nothing you can do 


"I regret your ambition, but it may be that you are directed in this 
by the gods, so I will not say you nay. Instead I shall give you » 
purse of gold and a parchment brought from the Isle of Lundy, by our 
ancestor Raymond, son of Raymond the Golden. On this parchment is 
drawn a chart showing where family treasures were hid in the castle 
when our family fled from Cornwall. What these are I do not know, for 
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tie had voluntarily a 
:ill him, through the 
it. He has to look at 


lger having a body to dwell in 
d thus I will have the strength, p< 
ice ruled Hell. Is this not clever ?" 


I breathe, one of the Brethren — and I parti* 
Gobi—slips a dagger through my heart 
breather-in of this great power. How horribl 
ending to my dreams of empire! I have pi 
now have brought it to pass. Why should 
the right to become Emperor of the Pow 
Chinese dagger is plunged through my he 
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killed many a real toad, but, of course, I was not a toad, just had the 
appearance of one for the time being. VVdl, that is over with and I can 
go back to better and happier occupations. But you really did let me 
out, and, perhaps, the magic of the cork was stronger than I thought. 
So I will grant you three requests, my dear sib—ask for anything you 

My heart was in my mouth but, nevertheless, I spoke up bravely. 

"Give me the power to conquer all giants, robbers, knaves, sala¬ 
manders, ogres, serpents, dragons and all evil things, male and female, 

"That is a lot of power, but I will grant it." 

"Thai, in this castle I want a library, a very fine one. A very long 
time ago a woman wrote a book called lihpluiniis. I would like that 

The man laughed. "I heard the Abbe tell you about that book. Do 
you know that I was well acquainted with the girl who wrote it? In 
fact I put some of the facts contained in that book into her head. Well, 
I will give you the library and the book. Have you no desire for tem¬ 
poral power ?" 

"Yes. This castle we are in, though part ruins, was once the home 
of my family, the Hubelaires. Iwouldliketo have it restored to its former 
grandeur and to live in it as the Overlord of Cornwall." 

"That is a simple matter to arrange, a mere bagatelle." Thai he 
opaied his closed hand and in the palm lay a golden key strung on a 
black silk cord. This he suspended around my neck, saying, "This is 

THEY WHO HOLD THE GOLDEN KEY 
SHALL EVER LORDS OF CORNWALL-BE. 

Guard it well if you wish to ranain Overlord. Now I really must be 
on my way. I wish you a long life and a merry one" Immediately he 
vanished, amid the hooting of owls. 

All around me stirred new life in stone and plaster. I walked slowly 
through the long halls, now clean of the dust of centuries. Finally I came 
to the banquet hall, where mai-at-arms awaited my command and little 
pages ran to ask me my desires. 

climbed to the topmost tower. There I met a sturdy warrior, standing 
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for her lover, and yet she says it can never be simply because I am z 
man of Cornwall." 

"'Tis a sad tale," I agreed, "and I suppose you want my help?' 
"That is why I lingered." 

"That in very truth she did. She said that all Cornwall men have 
tales of braggadocio and other tails, the very thought of which filled 
her with fear." 

"Do you mean that she believed you to be a tailed man ?" 

"Yes. That is what she said." 

"Of course she must have some reason for such an idea." 


"Naturally, if she really thought so, we cannot blame her for not 
wishing to marry you. Under the circumstances the lady showed rare 
judgement and a very fine discrimination. But why did you not show her 
she was wrong ?" 










30 


MAGAZINE 


HORROR 


She did not wait for me even to introduce myself, but began, "Are 
you going to give me what I want?" 

"Well, that depends. So far, I have not the least idea of what you 
desire. Now if you want me to help you fight the Welsh, I think we can 
come to an understanding." 

"Don’t be silly. I had another reason for coming to Cornwall than 
thrashing the Welsh, though I have every reason to hate them. Harold 
Dha was foolish enough to think I would marry him, and his offer was 
a deadly insult. I just want one thing, and that is the head of your Lord 
FitzHugh." 

I raised my eyebrows slightly. 

"Why Queen Broda! I am astonished. I thought you and the young 
man were friendly. It would be too bad to deprive him of his head, 
and he so young and wonderfully debonair. What can the poor fellow 
have done, that you treat him thus ?" 

"He courted me and when I promised to marry him, told me that 

"Well, what, of that? He had to be from somewhere, did he not?" 

"Now, listen to me, Cecil, son of James and grandson of David, you 
who hold your place as Overlord by some chicanery that has caused 
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There was no doubt left in the mind of Queen Broda. The man of 
Cornwall had had a tail; by my magic I had taken the tail from him; 
now that he no longer had the tail she could many him. She did not 
waste a moment but took the lad in her arms. She kissed him; he kissed 
her. I marveled diat any two persons could spend so much energy in such 
osculations. Rather tired and slightly embarrassed at being a spectator 
to such amorous time-passing, I suggested that we return to the library. 

There the priest waited for us. The young people talked matters over 
and arranged for their future. The Queen said she would never forget 
my kindness and that I need nevermore worry about the men of Wales. 
FitzHugh promised he would send me a golden chain to hold the Key 
to Cornwall, also some books he had which I would enjoy reading. So 
everything was lovely and that very night they were married by my 
priestly friend. 


ct morning when they departed I went down the road a piece 
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TALES FROM CORNWALL 

by David H. Keller, M.D. 


Vo. 8 ZJL Eride Well 



IT WAS NOT TILL we had arrived within the boundaries of 
my beloved Cornwall that I realized my appearing before my 
subjects with a Welsh lady might not be either understood or 
accepted by those sturdy knights who had been so faithful during 
the early months of my reign. It was all well enough to rescue the 
so lovely Ruth and even spend long minutes driving the devil 
back into her body with long, lingering kisses; but to brazenly 
bring the same lady back to my domains might cause political 
disturbances of a direst nature. Yet, at the same time, there was 


Py B WEIRD TALES, October by permission of Celfa Keller. 
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TALES FROM CORNWALL 

by David H. Keller, MD. 


(author of The Abyss, Heredity, etc.) 


No. 9 Feminine Magic 


This is the last of the five chapters from the Tales From Cornwall in which 
Cecil, self-styled Overlord, is the principal character. You will see him once 
more in the next chapter, but near the end of his days, where the tales have 
taken another turn. The present episode has not been published before. 


FOR TWO MONTHS AFTER MY MARRIAGE to the 
beautiful Leonora we were very happy. Naturally much of the 
time was spent in entertaining the nobility of Cornwall, all of 
whom, especially their womenfolk, were more than curious to 
see their new queen in daylight. Her mysterious appearance had 
taken place in the soft moonlight and of course there were a 
hundred versions of exactly what had happened. But all my 
subjects agreed that her remarkable arrival from the Celestial 
Paradise which she hight her home was of the same magical 
nature which had savored all the adventures of their Overlord 
since first he arrived in Cornwall. As the land was at peace and 
prosperity reigned, they were content to leave matters as they 
were. 


58 



My bride was very charming. Also she had a regal bearing and a 
haughty toss of the head which much astonished me, as I well 
knew her ancestry and former environment. As Ruth, daughter 
of humble parents, she had been rescued from the dragon and 
perhaps a worse fate at the hands of her aged lover; as Percy, the 
page, she had served me humbly and well, satisfied with an 
occasional word of kindness and a smile. Now this same girl did 
queen it over my castle and, in fact, over all Cornwall, as though 
she were to the manor born. 

Having taken but scant part in her becoming my wife (the fact 
being that I had not even been consulted and had known nothing 
of what was to happen till she came from the Bride Well), I felt 
that with her it was a case of sink or swim and that she could 
make her way with good folk of Cornwall as best she might with 
meager help from me. To my surprise she did this very thing in 
an excellent manner. I was completely ignored and often left 
alone in the library while Queen Leonora entertained our guests, 
listening avidly to their flatteries. All day the castle buzzed with, 
“Oh, Queen Leonora, what dainty hands you have, enscorrelled 
with the most beautiful rings!” and “What a lovely complexion!” 
and, “How fortunate to possess that string of exquisite pearls!” 
or, “How remarkable that ivory pendant of Cupid and how 
bravely he carries his bow and arrow!” 

For a while I contented myself bringing my history to date; but 
finally I could no longer endure the strain, so summoned the lady 
to the library. She gave me a deep curtsy and then lost herself in 
one of the leather chars, covered, as it happened, with the skin of 
a black bear, against which ebony her white gown and whiter 
skin shone like the sun ’gainst a darkening sky. 

“I want to talk with you, Madam,” I began with scant 
ceremony. “In some way you became my wife and therefore 
Queen of Cornwall. As such you have, in a small passage of time, 
gained a most pleasing popularity. But it grieves and perplexes 
me to see that you and many of my formerly loyal subjects have 
almost forgotten my existence. Besides, how came you by that 
string of wonderful pearls, each worth a king’s ransom and larger 
by far than the pair Cleopatra dissolved for the pleasuring of her 
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Roman visitors? Of course I know that you say they were my 
betrothal present, but well enough we know that I never gave 
them to you.” 

“The priest who married us gave them to me ere he left,” she 
answered. “I thought you knew him. He told me he was an old 
friend of yours and had spent a pleasant evening with you in 
legerdemain. All the ladies admire them greatly. I do not deem it 
kind of you to scold me, because one of the reasons I married 
you was to make your position stronger, for all the Cornwall 
nobles said you must have a wife.” 

“You did not* understand them correctly. A wife was but an 
incident.” 

“I am sure I do not comprehend your meaning.” 

“Naturally not. How could you? I admit that you have a 
certain beauty and, now that you are married, fill out your gown 
with admirable curves, but what can you know about affairs of 
state?” 

“I know more that you can imagine. Do you realize that the 
south of Cornwall is muttering? I heard of it, and, at this time, 
three of the leaders are in the castle. Give them presents, increase 
their rank and keep them loyal, or cut off their heads and thus 
bring an end to their discontent. They await your pleasure, but 
’twas your queen who beguiled them here to feel the weight of 
your hand, either in love or in passion.” 

This annoyed me, and I could not help but show it. 

“You worry me, Leonora!” I cried, “and I wish you would 
attend to your own affairs and leave the rule of the land to me. 
You know nothing of politics, and your place is in the women’s 
gallery directing your maidens to spin, weave and make 
tapestries. Some weeks ago I asked you to have them busy 
themselves with an embroidery of the Overlord Cecil slaying the 
three-headed dragon of Wales. I wish it to replace that tapestry of 
Knight Hercules and his fifty-one damsels. I told the seneschal to 
remove it, but he had the impudence to tell me that you asked 
that it remain in your bedchamber. Besides, and this you should 
consider carefully, your becoming queen was just an accident and 
if you were not queen some other woman would be; and it was 
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not a queen my nobles wanted me to have, but a son. So far, you 
have failed to realize this. I will get me a child, and, it may be, 
once I have perfected the formula, I will get more. Now that I 
think of it, there is no time to spare. Have my harness ready and 
fill my leather purse with gold pieces, for tomorrow 1 am on my 
way to Amorica and from there to Cockaigne and all the weird 
and unattainable places of the earth, including the forbidding 
desert of Gobi. I will travel far and never rest till I work my 
magic and have me a son. While I am gone, behave yourself; see 
that the grapes are gathered in the fall and wine made. Have the 
larger hogs killed—” 

I minded to say more but was given pause by Leonora, who 
faced me white-heated and unquestionably angry. Her words 
came so fast that I could gather only a general idea of what she 
was trying to say. The gist of it was that she did not care how 
soon I left and the longer I stayed away the better pleased she 
would be, that she would be delighted if I never came back, for 
she could rule Cornwall without me and if she had known the 
kind of a husband I would prove to be she would have rotted in 
the Bride Well. Then came laughter and tears and, before I was 
aware, a smart slap on my face, a swishing of silk and I was alone 
in the library. 

Of course, after that, I was bound tq go. The sooner I left on 
my magical search for a son and heir, the sooner I would return 
and have the boy recognized as the future Overlord of Cornwall. 
I was confident that the boy and I would have a grand time in 
the castle and it would be no waiting at all till I would be 
teaching him to read and to write his letters on parchment. 

The next day, all being prepared for my departure, I sent for 
the seneschal and the captain of my men-at-arms. During my 
absence they were to hold the border for me and see that the 
castle and its inmates were protected against any evil ones who 
came against it. If I was asked for, the seneschal should simply 
say that I had gone on a very private business to Cockaigne and 
mayhaps even to Gobi, finally returning to reward the good and 
punish the evil-doers. 

“And while I am gone, Aethelstan,” I said, “you are to be in 
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full command. In other words you will serve as the vicar of the 
Overlord. You will even see to it that the Queen only assumes the 
responsibility of a mere woman. She must have no authority.” 

“I’ll do my best,” the old man replied, but it was evident that 
he was not certain of his ability to carry out my orders. 

Very late that afternoon I rode down the road, and the 
manner of my leaving the castle was in splendid contrast to my 
incoming when my horse had died and I had been fortunate 
enough to win the friendship of the mystical man who had won 
the Battle of the Toads. Though I was fully armed, I now was 
able to place more confidence in my reputation, which was 
spread throughout the land, according to my correspondents, as 
far as the kingdom ruled over by Prester John. Brave man indeed 
it would be who willingly and knowingly assailed the Overlord 
who had, single-handed, freed Cornwall from every cursed being 
which had beforetime so grievously infested her borders. 

So I wended my way and that night slept on a thick bed of 
moss under the shelter of a giant oak. I slept easily and in 
comfort, free for the first time in many days of the ceaseless 
chitter-chatter nonsense which so characterized my wife’s 
conversation. I thought it a brave and worthwhile adventure, to 
go forth into the wide world and, by means of magic, form a son 
from the shapeless things of the darksome voids. I would be beset 
on every hand by salamanders, succubi, cocatrices and giant 
centipedes, and yet, by my power, their strength would be of no 
avail and finally I would win me back to Cornwall with a lovely 
boy on the pommel of my saddle. In my drowsiness I smiled, 
fancying the chit’s amazement when I sent her back to Wales. 

Early the next day I came to the Irish Sea.Here wasa wonder 
that I could never fathom, how the water came in endless waves 
and yet there was always water as before and no ceasing of the 
waves. Seated on stallion I looked over the mighty sea and 
mused. 

“Only this water keeps me from being the greatest monarch of 
all time; for, if there were no water, Cornwall would include 
Ireland and go westward from that island till it took India into its 
domain and even come to the magical land of Gobi. Surely such a 
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kingdom would give me ample opportunity to prove my 
greatness.” 

“Indeed it would,” said a soft voice behind me. Turning 
quickly I saw the priest who had married us, and who had played 
such an important role when I became Overlord. 

“Well, well!” I exclaimed. 

“And a third well, Cousin Cecil, and what brings you, a newly 
married man, to be looking so longingly over the Irish Sea, when 
you should be at home, in soft and pleasurable dalliance with 
your lovely bride?” 

“We had an argument,” I replied. “She failed utterly to 
comprehend my ambitions in life, and added word on word till 
she came all in a frenzy. So I left her, for wife or no wife, I know 
my duty to Cornwall and none may say that Cecil, the Overlord, 
failed to measure up to any of his responsibilities.” 

“And what is this great duty?” 

“I must have a child. The barons of my country wish the 
formation of a dynasty. They desire an heir to sit in my stead 
when I am no longer here but gone West. Now I know a little of 
magic and know where I can learn more, so I am faring to 
Cockaigne and may even go as far as Gobi so I can learn the 
magic of making a son, and then I will return to my native land 
so that all my subjects may bow to the Prince of Cornwall.” 

“Fine! Wonderful! A most laudable ambition. Allow me to 
help you. Ride the rest of today along the coast eastward. 
Towards evening, just as the mewing sea gulls proudly flaunt 
their preened feathers in the golden glitter of the setting sun, you 
will come to a very old castle inhabited by an equally aged man. 
Tell him who you are and that I sent you and he will be pleased 
to entertain you. In his most remarkable library you will find 
every book that has ever been written concerning the magic of 
child-making. If you wish to have a son you will find in these 
books a dozen, dozen methods.” 

“Then I will not have to go to Gobi?” I questioned happily. 

“You did not even have to come here,” he answered with a 
gay laugh, and, running down to the surf, dove mightily into the 
waves and swam toward Ireland. I looked at his footprints in the 
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sand and saw they were like those of a goat. Here was a magical 
sign that this man, who certainly had shown his friendship for me 
on several occasions, was more than human. 

That evening,, soon before twilight, I arrived at the old castle 
and was welcomed into the library of the aged owner. Everything 
had turned out as foretold by the priest. The old man was 
friendly, though he had a peculiar smile when I informed him 
concerning the reason for my visit. 

“Few come here on such a quest,” he commented, “though I 
admit that my collection of manuscript books is most unusual. 
You could spend the rest of your life here reading the marvelous 
lore concerning the thousands of methods of creating children.” 

“I am astonished that there are so many!” 

“It is easy to understand. For centuries learned men have 
sought to understand the mysterious forces of the spirit-world; 
none of them thought their lifework complete until they devised 
a new, startling and perfect method of creating babies in their 
caves, underground castle rooms where, far away from the 
disquiet of society, they lived and died. 

“1 suppose you have read most of them?” I questioned as I 
looked around the room and saw the hundreds of books. 

“Very few of them. In my youth it was not necessary and in 
old age my eyesight failed.” 

Satisfied that my stallion was well provided for, I ate a hearty 
supper and then slept well. The next morning I started to read 
concerning various methods whereby a man could make him a 
son. The idea of creating an homunculus pleased me, for it had 
seemed to me that a child, created by man only, without the 
contaminating influence of the female sex, must, of necessity, 
excel in wisdom. No doubt the Good Lord, in his all wisdom, 
must have had some reason for creating Mother Eve, the first 
woman, but, in my humble opinion, the world would have been a 
finer place wherein to live and man much happier had he omitted 
this final work. As I read on concerning the homunculi 1 found 
they were of small size but very intelligent, and I decided not to 
make one. He might know more than I and that would never do. 
Also I was certain that a little man, irrespective of his wisdom, 
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would never be able to do battle as the Overlord of Cornwall if 
the Welsh invaded my lands. 

After some weeks of continued reading it seemed best to make 
use of interlocking triangles, traced with the tusk of an elephant, 
and the earth inside the triangles well moistened with the blood 
of bats. Then the mystic phrase must need be whispered: 

“Luro Vopo Vir Voarchadumia. ” 

Following the use of this horrific slogan it would be necessary 
to wait till the various processes of fixation, deflagration, 
putrifaction and rubifaction began, matured and arrived at a 
satisfactory ending. Then, when the star Cantharis came to the 
meridian, the child would be found in the center of the two 
triangles, whose points interlocked. 

What could be simpler? 

All I needed was to obtain the tusk of an elephant and the 
blood of bats. I asked the ancient if he could help me. He told 
me that as far as he knew, there had been no elephants in the 
land for many centuries. He advised me to ride down to the 
white cliffs of Dover, explaining that there were large horses 
carved in the stone there and I might find an elephant skeleton. I 
took his advice but after a two week search found nothing but 
the bones of a very large bull. So I moodily rode back to the 
castle by the sea, where the old man met me joyfully, saying that 
while digging for fishworms in his garden he had found the 
remains of a very large elephant, had cut a tusk off the skull and 
had cleaned and sharpened the point. He had also caught some 
bats and bled them into a red crystal vase. 

I thanked him but suggested that the magic might fail unless a 
young man found the tusk and personally bled the bats. 
“Methinks,” I said, “that since they are used to procreate a child, 
a young man should secure them, one in the prime of manhood, 
like myself.” 

“Since you are creating this child without the aid of a woman, 
I do not think that age has aught to do with it. All of the 
manuscripts in my library which tell of such unisexual creations 
were written by ancient men in their dotage.” I thought this was 
a curious answer but after due consideration, decided he was 
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right. In addition I also was feeling rather old by this time, not a 
doddering senile, but certainly far older than when I left my 
castle some weeks before. 

Thereon I searched the castle till I found a small, dry dungeon, 
poorly lighted by a slotted window and surfaced with a dirt 
floor. This I smoothed off and, with the point of the tusk, drew 
the double triangle. Then I scattered the bat’s blood within the 
interlockings and whispered the horrible but evidently necessary 
words. After that there was nothing to do but wait forCantharis 
to be in the proper position in the sky, which the old man had 
said would be in the space of ten months of twenty-eight days 
each. What a long time to wait! Of course the books in the 
library helped me pass the time and, on pleasant days, 1 went 
riding to exercise the stallion. I thoroughly enjoyed the library 
and read parts of every manuscript in it, though more and more I 
marveled at so many men in the world having children without 
possessing such methods of creation and not even knowing how 
to read. One day 1 praised the old man for his wisdom and his 
ability to select such wisdom, but he claimed no credit, simply 
replying that the manuscripts had been collected by a former 
owner of the castle who had club feet. 

But 1 was worried. I had thrown the dice and risked all on a 
single toss. As the days passed 1 lost confidence and cursed 
myself for not having used a dozen magical methods of 
procreation at one and the same time. Then surely one would 
have come to a satisfactory ending. On the other hand, what 
would 1 have done if they had all worked favorably and I had a 
dozen sons, all created at the same time? Which one would have 
been the future Overlord of Cornwall? As it was now, it was win 
or lose, defeat or success. No wonder I had sorry dreams in which 
Leonora mocked me, tempting me with pursed mouth filled with 
kisses. 

Finally the ten months of twenty-eight days each came to an 
end. All I would have to do was to open the door and pick the 
little boy from out the interlocked triangles. I tried to remember 
that 1 was a brave follower of all great magicians, but my hand 
shook slightly as I opened the dungeon door and illumined the 
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dark room with a lighted pine torch. No child on the floor! Only 
a hissing snake that flicked its forked tongue toward me and 
sought safety in a rock crack. 

Failure! Utter and complete failure! Months on anticipation, 
tiresome waiting and hard study, with naught but a snake to pay 
me for my pains! Heartsick, I toiled up the stone steps and 
staggered to my favorite chair in the library. Waiting forme was 
the priest, his feet handsomely shod in green leather pantofles. 

“Hail, pater familias!” he cried, and his voice boomed 
musically through the great room. 

“You speak wrongly,” I replied in sorrow. "All these months I 
have toiled with the magic that seemed most likely to succeed: 
instead of a sturdy man-child I made only a little, slithering snake 
that any farmer boy could go woodward and soon gather at the 
end of forked stick. Bah! Between you and your books, a year of 
my young life has been taken from me and I am still 
childless.” 

“My dear Cecil,” the priest said gravely, as he laid a kind hand 
on my knee. “I would not harm you in any way. You are 
thick-headed, and the only way you can learn is by your own 
experience. Months ago you deliberately left your castle and so 
sweet bride, being bound and determined to create a child by 
legerdemain. Had 1 not advised otherwise, you might have gone 
to Gobi. Perhaps you were wise in not biding with your wife, for 
you had to stay somewhere. Women are always hard to live with, 
but at times they are more difficult to please than usual. You 
have had your little fling and tried your hand at a most terrible 
magic. Now that you know your limitations you had better go 
home and attend to your duties in Cornwall. For I have news of 
great import for you. Cornwall, deeming you dead, hath selected 
a new Overlord.” 

“Surely that cannot be!” I cried, leaping from my chair. 

“ ‘Cannot’ is a large word to use. Were 1 you, 1 would hasten 
back and see the truth for myself. You were witless to remain 
away so long.” 

“Witless I may be!” I howled in rage. “But I can still use my 
two-handed sword, my battle mace and my ten-foot lance. My 



68 MAGAZINE OF HORROR 

stallion neigheth for the fire and sweat of battle. I will go and 
fight this impostor in single combat. What part had the Queen in 
this? Was she loyal to me?” 

“I understand she furnished your successor.” 

“I expected nothing else. Welsh women have that reputation. 
At least she might have waited longer for my return. Did you give 
her those pearls she flaunted in my face?” 

My angry words must have annoyed him. At least he faded 
away like so much mist before the sun. I started as I noted the 
manner of his leaving. It was all too much for me. Tossing several 
tumblers of ale down my parched throat I threw me on a couch 
and, shivering, forced myself to sleep. 

Three days later I was near enough to my catle to be cautious. 
I identified myself to a friendly peasant whom I had befriended 
in the past. Leaving my horse and armor with him I borrowed 
some of his old clothes and told him I would send for the 
stallion and war gear in a few days. It was fortunate I was in 
disguise, or I would have been easily recognized by the nobility 
who seemed to be gathering from all parts of Cornwall. On foot 
as I was, I had to keep on watch for these upstarts on horse and 
in chariot who were giving scant attention to the common folk. I 
recognized Queen Broda in her golden chariot, her Irish stallions 
driven by her husband while she nursed a golden-haired boy. 
Courtiers trumpeted the coming of the King of Wales bringing 
presents to the new Overlord. Oh, I could have sliced him with 
pleasure, and the ink hardly dry on the treaty he had made with 
me! But I followed the crowd. They acted as though they had 
come a-Maying, with songs and flowers and chit-chatting talk. It 
was “Oh, the lovely Queen!” and “Oh, how fortunate we are to 
have a new Overlord!” 

At last we all came to the castle. I watched for a chance and 
wended me to the library,the windows of which provided a fine 
view of the courtyard thronged with grand folk from all over our 
litte world. To them came my wife, the deceitful and false 
Leonora, the woman that I, in love, had once call by the sweet 
name of Ruth. The crowd huzzahed her,and I could see that she 
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still held their fancy with her baneful beauty. She seemed sad but 
yet very determined. 

“Men of Cornwall!” she cried regally, and I had to 
acknowledge to myself that she looked every inch a queen. “Men 
of Cornwall and friends from Ireland and Wales, greetings! 
Bravely and well have you been loyal to me during the sad 
months while my Lord Cecil has been absent from Cornwall. He 
adventured to Gobi, at the request of the unfortunates of that 
country, in quest of the most horrible Centripedius, a creature so 
large that our former dragons of Cornwall were but little garden 
lizards in comparison. Patiently you have waited with me for his 
return. Now the time has come when we cannot but feel that my 
Lord hath died, a stranger in a strange land, overcome by a magic 
he could not conquer. And so I give you my son, baptized Eric 
the Golden, but now called Cecil Secundus. He. lawful 
descendant of my dear, dead husband, has every right to become 
your new Overlord.” 

At that she took a sturdy youngster from a nurse and held him 
high above her head. Then cried the multitude their approval, 
and all seemed happy and gay. Barons came and placed a crown 
on Leonora’s head and made her regent till the boy came of age. 

“This will take some explaining,” I mused to myself. 
“Somehow or other I seem to be out of the picture.” 

Leonora found me in my favorite chair, the one covered with 
bearskin. “Why, Cecil!” she cried, as she threw herself into my 
arms. “Where have you been all the time? Why did you stay so 
long?” 

I kissed her many times. Somehow I felt that she expected me 
to, and I did not want to disappoint her. 

“I have been to places you wot not of,” I replied gravely, “and 
you need not think 1 have been idle. Today I noticed that you 
held in your arms a sturdy boy. Does that look as though 1 was 
idling while a away from you? Some day, when the mood strikes 
me, I will tell you how I worked a magical sending in Gobi, the 
very telling of which will make the hairs on your head stand out 
like quills upon the bristling porcupine. Though the danger was 
great I gladly risked it, for I promised Cornwall a Prince; and 
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Cecil, Overlord of Cornwall, has never failed to keep a promise. 
Think you that you, a weak, ignorant woman, could have done 
all this without the aid of my magical workings in Gobi? I had to 
stay away till I knew success had crowned my efforts, but I 
would have arrived sooner had I not paused in Bohemia to rescue 
a beautiful lady from a terrible death. So do not puff up with too 
great pride. It was my skill as a magician in the Gobi Desert that 
gave you the opportunity to present that boy to all of our 
friends. It was masculine magic, and fearful and wonderful were 
the things I did and the words I said while far away from you. 
Now tell me, did you make wine last year?” 

“I did, my Lord,” she replied meekly. There was no doubt 
that she was deeply impressed by my narrative. 

“Then bring me a brimming horn of it. I want to drink to the 
long health and happiness of my son, Eric the Golden. Time 
enough to call him Cecil Secundus when I am dead and he rules 
in my place.” 

“I will gladly bring you a brimming horn of wine, Cecil 
darling, but do not forget, in your more sober moments, that 
there is such a thing as feminine magic. ” With that she ran out of 
the room, her silvery laughter following her. 

Now what did she mean by that? 
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